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The Tragedy 

King. Gee call him hither prdentlyi 
The deepe refolding witty ’Buckingham, 

No more fhali Be the neighbour to my cdunfell. 
Hath hefolong held out with mevntird^, 

And flops he now for breath ? 

<v ’Enter Darjy 

How now what newes with you ? 

Ear. *My Lord Theare the Marquefle 
Is fled to Richmondjiftkiofeptiis be yond thefess 
W here he abides* 

King. Cate shy. Cat . My Lord* 

King* Rumor this abroad*. il • 

That slnne my wife is ficke and Tike to die, ' 

I will take order for her keeping dole; 

Enquire^gie out fomemeane borne Gentleman^ 
Whom I will marry ftraight to Clarence daughter. 
The boy is foolifh,and 1 feare not him ^ *' t 

Looke how thou dreameft ; 1 fay againe , giue out 
That a4nne my wife is ficke and like to die* 

About it, foritftandsme much vpon. 

To flop all hopes whole growth may damage me* 







Vncertaine way ofgaine , but 1 am in 
So farre in blood ,_that finne pkickes on finne, 

'Tearei faflingteitty dwels not in this eye. 

• Enter 'Tirrel. 

Is thy name Tirrel ? 

Tty James Jirrel.fc. your moft obedient fubie£L> 

King. Art thouindeed ? , 

Tir. Proue me my gracious foueraigne* 

Ah»£.Dar’ft thou reiolue to kill a friend of mine? 

Tir* T my Lord^but 1 had rather kill two deep? enemies 
King. Why there thou baft it, £o_deepe enemies* *1 if. 
Foes to my reft th^t my Tweet fleep^di fturbs , S [ f“J» 
Are they that I would haue thee deale vpon ; / 
Tirrel , I meane thof? baftards in the Tower.* 

Tir* Let me haue meancs to come to them, ’ 
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3m.\ heare that news myLprd* !oo h e tofc 

TheSarlcqome of Herfor * and the movables. 

The which you promifed I Ihou r/;f\he vconuey 
, Kin. Stanley, looke to your Wife,if tgey conu y 

Letters toll&^you dema nd ? 

3uc. What fayes your Tugbnefle to my 
Kin. As 1 remember Henry the fixt 
Bid ‘prophefie that ^chmend foould be King, 

When Richmonds a little peeuilh boy, 

A King perhaps, perhaps* 

: ^.jHow^ha'nceihePtt^het ^ouldRotat-thattitne, 

Haue told me I being by , that I fliou , 

Buc. My Lord , your pro mife for the Earledome* 

Kin . Richmond , WhenlalU was at Exeter. 

The Maiorrn curtefie {flewd me the Caft,e, • 
And called it Rugemount, at which name 1 ftartea, 
Becaufe a Lord of Ireland told me once, 

1 fhould not hue long after I law Rtehmona. 

Rue. My Lord* 

Kin. I, Whatsa clocke? . > , 

Buc. I am thus bold to put your Grace m mina 
Of what you promifd me* 

Kin. Well, but whatsa clocke? 

A«c*Vponthe ftroke of i°* 




